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	1. Consumed

**A/N: This is the sequel to my story As It Consumes Us. If you have yet to read it, please go back and read that one first. :) On another note, so sorry it took so long to get the sequel started. Once I finished AICU I got another story up and have been super busy at home. Loads and loads of work. haha. Plus I wasn't a huge fan of the second part of the prison so I really was dreading writing that part. BUT the finale of season 6 got me back in the mood to write some more for this story. I won't post any spoilers in case you have yet to see it. Hope you enjoy it! **

Weeks had passed since the fight with the Governor — since those remaining at Woodbury had joined them and moved into the prison. New blocks were cleared out and now housed new residents, some from Woodbury and some that had been picked up as time passed by. Everyone seemed to be getting along nicely. Amazing what people can do when they team up and aren't led by a maniac hell bent on dominating everyone. There wasn't a single person that didn't find a way to pitch in to earn their place. People worked the fence to keep walkers along the under control while some worked as cleanup crews, medical care, watched over the children, cooked for the group and more. Hershel pretty much oversaw the farming, but it was Rick that was seen out there nearly from sun up to sun down. At times Carl can be seen helping his father, but let's face it, there's a lot of other things he would rather be doing. Carol spent most of her time doing more 'home making' tasks — cooking, keeping the children busy with story time, etc. Glenn and Maggie helped out with pretty much anything that needed to be helped with. Maggie, however, still found herself helping her father out with the medical care when she could. Her sister, Beth, tried her best to help out with Judith whenever Rick needed her, which nowadays was pretty much all the time. Everyone stayed pretty close. Well, everyone except Michonne. She had taken what had happened to Andrea pretty hard. Not knowing what happened to the Governor — where he went, what he was doing — wasn't sitting well with her. She was determined to find him and put an end to him once and for all. While everyone understood her thoughts behind it, not everyone was on board with her putting herself in danger like that.

They preferred to only leave the prison for supply runs. Runs that usually were groups going out in search of food, medical supplies, fresh clothing, anything that could be useful. However, some runs they end up bringing back way more than they expect. Their numbers have grown quite a bit from runs that resulted in finding survivors. Of course they were careful with who they brought in. To gain entry, hopefuls must first answer three questions that Rick had Hershel put forth to the council. It was agreed upon unanimously. Seeing as how Rick was now more focused on the agriculture of the prison in order to avoid conflict at all cost, Hershel had stepped up and offered to lead a prison council. Carol was on the council, of course, as well as Glenn. Sasha from Woodbury joined as well to help the Woodbury people feel they were represented. It didn't seem as if anyone ever questioned that, but it helped keep things balanced. Daryl was also on the council, but he usually sat back quietly, arms crossed and only speaking up when he really felt the need to. The reason he joined in the first place was always sitting at his side. Skye had been asked by Hershel to join and therefore she felt the need to drag him along. Her reasoning being that he brought new people in just as much as she did and whether he acknowledged it or not, he was Rick's right hand man. With Rick off worrying about the crops, in her eyes that meant it fell to Daryl to step up and make some of the hard decisions. He wasn't thrilled, but he accepted anyway much to his displeasure.

"So, where to now?" Skye walked in sync with Daryl as they headed back to his motorcycle. They had come out to search roadside diner, but unfortunately it had already been cleaned out.

"We could head up the road we passed back a ways. May be something worth searchin' up there," Daryl said, swinging his leg over his bike and grasping the handles. There was a roar of life from the engine as Skye jumped on behind him, wrapping her arms around his torso for security.

Things had been wonderful between them since that night up in the watchtower. They still weren't open about their relationship with the rest of the group and to be honest Skye wasn't even sure the two of them knew what they really were. There had definitely been nights that she had lied in bed wondering. Was she his girlfriend? She really didn't know. It felt like she was, but they had never really said it out loud. The way they kind of hid it around the group also made her wonder. Despite all that, she was very happy. Between Daryl and how things were going with the prison, everything seemed to have just fallen in place.

"You see that?" Daryl yelled back to her.

She looked past him up ahead. A large chain-link fence surrounded what looked to be a rescue site that had been long abandoned. As with most places they came across nowadays, trash was scattered all around the area along with numerous rotting bodies. Using his foot, Daryl kicked out the kickstand, letting Skye get off first before he joined her. They shared a look of caution as growls of the dead grew louder as they approached the fence. Looking in they saw tents, ripped and splattered with blood, lined up in front of what seemed to be a grocery store. Big red letters above the door read 'Big Sp!t' with the dot of the exclamation point being the 'o'. Big Spot could be the jackpot they're looking for. Kneeling down, Daryl grabbed a rock from the ground. Rolling it around in his hand he looked to Skye who gave a reassuring nod. Cocking his arm back, he hurled the rock over the gate to a stack of large wooden boxes in front of a tent in the center. It hit with a loud hollow knock. Feet shuffled and scratched across the pavement as walkers stumbled toward the sound from all corners of the enclosed area. There had to be about fifty of them. Skye bit her lip, disappointed as they stared out at the hoard currently ruling their desired conquest.

"What're we gonna do now?" Skye whispered. "That place must have loads of supplies. It looks like it fell while people were still here. Probably pretty early on."

She could practically see the wheels in his head turning. His eyes darted around in search of a solution to their problem. "There," he said, pointing over to what looked like a hole in the fence down about 20 feet from them. "Maybe we can draw them out somehow. If we can find a car that runs, then maybe—"

"What about a radio?" she offered. "We could bring one back from the prison. I'm sure there's one lying around."

"Worth a shot," Daryl nodded. Placing a hand on her back, he gestured back toward his bike. "Let's get back. Don't need Rick worrying over us being out too long."

"Yeah, he does seem to worry even easier than normal, doesn't he? Is it just me or does he seem like he's not himself?"

They climbed back onto the motorcycle. "Everything with the Governor was rough. Besides, I don't think he ever fully dealt with what happened to Lori. He nearly lost his mind."

"I think for a moment there he did." Skye bit at her cheek and the two rode off back towards the prison, their home.

* * *

><p>"Hi, Skye!" "Hey, Skye!" "How's it goin', Skye?"<p>

Skye smiled brightly at those greeting her on her way down to search for a radio for them to use back at Big Spot. Everyone had been so nice to her and she knew it was because she had helped bring most of them in.

"Is that how it's going to be?"

Skye spun around, caught off guard, but a smile soon returned to her lips as she saw the voice belonged to her brother, Brady. He approached her with widespread arms, but instead of a hug he was met with a playful punch to his arm. "What do you mean 'is that how it's going to be?'."

"Getting' all this love from the newcomers that you forget all about your big brother. Walked right by me."

Skye smirked as they continued down the hallway. "I didn't even see you, Brady."

"My point exactly," he teased.

"Well, my bad. I'm kind of on a mission here."

"Anything I can be of assistance with?"

"I need to find a radio," she replied. "Daryl and I found a potential hot spot."

"So what's the radio for?" Brady looked confused.

"There's about fifty walkers in the enclosed area in front of the store."

"Ah," he nodded, "Well, I may just know where to find one."

Skye stopped and faced him. "Really?! Where?"

Brady scratched the back of his head. "I may or may not have hoarded one when everyone started moving in. I found it when I was clearing out one of the offices."

"So you kept it to yourself?" Skye narrowed accusing eyes on him.

"You know how much I like music while I work out, Sadie," he joked.

"Alright well then I'm going to use it."

"Great. So what exactly are you going to do with it?"

"We had talked about using it to draw the walkers out. If we can hook it up to some power then it should clear the area pretty quickly."

"Alright well what do you need Daryl for? I would love to go out and help you rig it up."

Skye shook her head. "No can do, Brady."

"What? Why?" He looked offended.

Skye rolled her eyes and continued walking. "You know why."

"Still, huh?"

Skye merely nodded.

"When is he going to trust me? You are my sister, after all."

"Daryl just needs some time. I mean, you were with the Governor and almost let him kill me."

Brady understood perfectly well, but it still bothered him he couldn't be trusted alone with anyone out on a run. "You know I wasn't in my right mind. I told you what the Governor did to—"

"I know, Brady. Just be patient." Then an idea struck. "I know. How about you come with us when we go back to search the place? I think I can talk them into letting you come along. May help prove yourself to them."

Hesitantly, Brady nodded. "Yeah, alright. I'm in. Now let's go find that radio. I am going to get it back, right?"

Skye laughed. It was more than nice having her brother back. Hopefully, her plan will work and the others will see how he would be a great addition to the group.

* * *

><p>Brady's radio had worked like a dream. Skye and Daryl had gone back out to Big Spot. All the walkers were still stumbling around, bumping into anything and everything within the fence. Daryl found a couple car batteries with some juice still in them and they had trekked a little ways away before hooking the radio up to the batteries. Flipping the switch, they had walked out and around to get back to his motorcycle and from the distance watched as walkers began to push through the opening in the fence, leaving some of their skin behind on the chain-link. By the time they came back out to search the place, it should be cleared.<p>

And today was the day. They would be heading back with a search group to get any and all supplies that they could. Daryl headed towards the grill for something to eat before heading out and he was met with numerous greetings. He looked around, surprised by how many people felt the need to say hello. Turning his attention to the grill where Carol stood readying servings for anyone who wanted some of the deer that he had brought back the day before.

"Smells good," he said, grabbing a bowl of meat to feast on.

"Just so you know, I liked you first," she smirked. While she hadn't made any more attempts at removing Skye from the group, she still wasn't giving up. Daryl had a talk with her after the Woodbury group had moved in. He had avoided being too direct, but tried to give the impression she needed to back off a bit and that they were just friends. Apparently, she had received the message, but wasn't happy with his decision.

"Stop," he said, popping some deer meat into his mouth. "You know, Rick brought in a lot of them, too."

"Not recently," she eyed him. "Give the strangers sanctuary, keeping people fed, you're gonna have to learn to live with the love."

"Skye helped. It wasn't all me."

"I know, but do you think that she would've been able to do that if you weren't there with her?"

Daryl narrowed his eyes, thinking. "Yeah, I do. Besides," he threw in more meat, "Two is better than one."

"Yeah, I guess it is," she paused, "I need you to see something. Patrick, can you take over?"

"Yes, ma'am," a young boy that came in a couple weeks before hurried over to help. Carol handed him the tongs and began to lead Daryl off. "Uh, Mr. Dixon?"

Daryl stopped abruptly, staring back at the boy.

"I just wanted to thank you for bringing that deer back yesterday. It was a real treat, sir. And I would be honored to shake your hand."

Daryl looked to Carol, who stood smiling at the boy. Looking down to the boy's outstretched hand, Daryl sucked the juice from the deer meat from his fingers before slapping his hand down into Patrick's. Carol tried to hide her smile and headed off with Daryl close behind her. Before long they were in the courtyard, looking out over the prison yard.

"It's about today," she stated, "I don't know if we're going to be able to spare a lot of people for the run."

"The place is good to go. We're gonna move on it." There was no way they could risk not searching this place. It had way too much potential.

"Yeah," she said with sarcasm. "Thing is, we had a pretty big buildup overnight."

Staring out at the fence surrounding the perimeter, they saw large groups of walkers pushing against the fence. The fence duty was working on thinning them out, but it was going to take awhile.

"Dozens more towards tower three. It's getting as bad as last month. They don't spread out anymore." Carol crossed her arms over her chest, watching as those below shoved their weapons into the heads of the walkers, dropping a few at a time.

"With more of us sitting here, we're drawing more of them out. You get enough of those damn fence-clingers they start to herd up."

"Pushing against the fences again. It's manageable, but unless we get head of it, not for long." Avoiding his gaze and staring straight ahead, she added, "I think you should stay here."

"What? Not a chance," he responded, not believing he heard her correctly.

"We may need some help here. They have enough people going. It's a simple run, right? They don't need you for that," she sighed, "If the fence falls, we're going to need some muscle. If you go and also Glenn, Sasha, Tyreese, Skye, Brady —"

"Wait, hold up. Brady's going?"

Carol shook her head like it was common knowledge. "Skye asked Rick if he could go. Something about proving he could benefit the group —"

Daryl took a deep breath. "He better not screw anything up."

She gave him a sideways glance. "Sorry, Pookie."

Daryl scoffed and left to gather the group, calling over his shoulder, "I'm still going."

When he reached the truck to be loaded, he found Skye talking with her brother as they loaded up some weapons. She spotted him coming and said something to her brother before he headed off in the other direction.

"Did I scare him off or what?" Daryl asked her.

"No, I asked him to go fetch some more hand held weapons. You know, just in case we need a quieter approach," she answered, pulling her hair up into a ponytail.

"Uh huh." He leaned on the truck, eyeing her.

She tried to avoid his eyes, but she couldn't take it. "What is it, Daryl?"

"Brady, Skye? You know I don't trust him. So you go on and invite him on a run?"

"He's my brother, Daryl. I trust him. That should mean something. Plus, how do you expect him to gain your trust if you don't give him the chance to earn it?"

Daryl heaved a sigh, shaking his head. "You stay by my side at all times."

"I can handle myself, Daryl. I feel like you should know that by now. I'm a survivor," she smirked, leaning up to plant a kiss on his lips.

"Well then how about you stay here? They need some help on the fence," he suggested, grabbing a couple gas cans and throwing them into the bed of the truck.

"Give it up, Daryl. I'm going. I helped find the place, remember? I want to see what's inside."

Stepping up to her, he looked down into her eyes. "Fine. Just know I don't like this."

"Noted," she smiled.

They stepped away from one another as Beth walked by as her boyfriend, Zach, hollered after her, "Aren't you going to say goodbye?"

"Nope," Beth grinned, continuing on her way.

Daryl grabbed up the last box and walked to the back of the truck saying, "It's like a damn romance novel." As he walked back to Skye he noticed something past her. Nodding up ahead, he said, "Look who wants to join."

Skye turned to see the army medic, Bob, talking with Sasha, trying to convince her to let him come along. They had just brought him in nearly a week ago. Looking back to Daryl, she said, "I don't know, Daryl. We found him alone. Sure, he answered the questions fine, but there was no one there to confirm his answers. It may not be such a good idea that he comes along until we know more about him."

Daryl bit his lip, nodding. The two headed for his bike and as they passed Bob and Sasha, Daryl said to them, "We ain't gonna do it unless it's easy."

They got settled and ready to go, starting his bike. Skye looked back to see Bob getting into the SUV with Sasha, Glenn, Tyreese and Brady. A bad feeling crept up in the pit of her stomach. None of them liked going on runs with someone they didn't know and trust. Now she knew how Daryl felt about Brady. The feeling soon got replaced by one of excitement as they pulled through the first gate into the yard, spotting Rick and Carl talking with Michonne. She had been gone for what seemed like ages this time.

Daryl stopped the bike just beside her as he and Skye smiled up at her. "Well," he said, "Look who's back."

"Didn't find him," Michonne greeted.

There was a pause before Daryl said, "Glad to see you're in one piece."

Skye knew Daryl wanted revenge on the Governor for what he did to Merle, but she also knew he didn't want Michonne to die out there on her pursuit.

"I'm thinking of looking over near Macon," she announced and was met with concerned and disapproving stares. "It's worth a shot."

"But that's so far away," Skye said, worried that this may be the trip Michonne didn't return from.

"70 miles of walkers," Daryl pointed out. "You might run into a few unneighborly types. Is it?" Michonne grew quiet, considering their argument. Turning his attention to Rick, Daryl said, "We're gonna go check out the Big Spot. The one we told you about."

"Yeah, I got to go check out the snares. I don't want to lose whatever we catch to the walkers," Rick looked to his feet, avoiding the trip at all costs.

"I'll go," Michonne offered, starting back towards the SUV.

"But you just got here," Carl fought.

"And I'll be back," she smiled, joining the others.

Revving the engine, Daryl gestured toward the gate to Rick, ready to head out. Rick hustled ahead of them and cleared the way for them to get on their way.

Arriving at their destination, they parked the vehicles and gathered at the opening in the fence. Daryl said, "Army put these fences up. Made it a place for the people to go," turning to the group he added, "Last week when we spotted this place, there was a bunch of walkers behind this chain-link, keeping people out like a bunch of guard dogs."

"So they all just left?" Bob asked.

"Give a listen," Sasha directed.

In the distance, the radio could still be heard blaring, attracting walkers from all around. Skye smiled at them in triumph. "Hooked a radio up to a couple car batteries three days ago. Did the trick, I'd say."

"You drew them out," Michonne concluded, impressed.

Brady shot her a playful glare. There was no way in hell he was getting his radio back.

"Alright," Daryl addressed the group, "Let's make a sweep. Make sure it's safe. Grab what you can. We'll come back tomorrow with more people."

Bob followed closely behind Daryl as they all entered the enclosed rescue zone. As Skye slipped in she grimaced at the sight of torn flesh and blood on the fence where the walkers had pushed their way through. Disgusting. Jerking her head, she signaled for Brady to stay close to her as they slowly inspected the area. Her guns were in their holsters on her thighs while she walked with her fingers wrapped around the handle of a machete, ready to strike if needed. Everyone else walked around the outside so Skye decided to check the tent at the center of the camp. Instantly regretting that decision, she nearly had to cover her mouth. The awful aroma of rotting flesh hit her hard as they entered, finding numerous bodies lying around the tent. Some in military apparel and some that seemed to be civilians. They had been here so long that there was barely any flesh left. So far the coast was clear. Coming out the other side she found Daryl sitting on the window sill at the front of the store with Zach leaning against the wall. She and Brady joined them, arriving just in time to hear Zach say, "Okay, I think I got it."

"Got what?" Michonne asked, stepping up behind him.

"Oh, I've been trying to guess what Daryl did before the turn," he took a seat next to Daryl.

Skye chuckled, "This is something I have to hear."

"He's been trying to guess for, like, six weeks." Daryl shook his head.

Skye couldn't believe this was the first she had heard of it. Daryl hadn't said anything to her. Come to think of it, he never really talked much about his life before the outbreak to her besides some small stories about life with Merle.

"Yeah, I'm pacing myself. One shot a day," Zach's gaze fell to the pavement, working through it in his head, considering all possibilities.

"Alright, shoot," Daryl humored him.

Zach grinned. Taking a breath he said, "Well, the way you are at the prison, you being on the council, you're able to track, you're helping people, but you're still being kind of uh…" he paused, "Surly."

Daryl shot him a look and Skye did everything she could to keep from busting out in laughter.

"Big swing here," Zach said, looking to Daryl as he guessed, "Homicide cop."

That did it. Skye let out a laugh accompanied by Michonne. Daryl's eyes went from Michonne to Skye. "What's so funny?"

"Nothing," Michonne attempted to sound serious as she leaned against the wall, "It makes perfect sense."

"Actually the man's right," Daryl made Zach's face grow serious, not being able to believe he got it right. However, Skye knew Daryl too well to fall for it though. "Undercover."

"Come on, really?" Zach asked incredulously.

"Yep," Daryl nodded. "I mean, I don't like to talk about it 'cause it's a lot of heavy shit, ya know?"

Skye and Daryl shared an amused look, but Zach still didn't know what to believe. "Dude, come on, really?" The look on Daryl's face said it all. "Hmm. I'll just keep guessing, I guess."

Daryl cleared his throat. "Yeah, you keep doing that."

"Mmhmm."

Movement on the other side of the window got Skye and Brady's attention. "Incoming," Brady said, pulling out his knife.

The others approached and Daryl pushed up from the window sill, reaching for a crowbar from Glenn.

"Gonna do this, detective," Michonne asked.

"Let's do it," Daryl responded, thrusting the crowbar into the automatic doors, prying them open.

While they cleared out the few walkers that came to the door, Skye took a moment to talk with Brady. "Going in there please try to stick with me. I don't want to give Daryl any reason to be mad at you, okay?"

"Not a problem, lil sis. Just load up the bag and leave, right? Easy peesy."

A half smile spread on her lips as the two headed to the doors with the others.

"Alright, we go in, stay in formation for the sweep," Sasha commanded. "After that, you all know what you're supposed to look for. Any questions?"

Once inside and the sweep was done, proving the all clear, Skye and Brady grabbed a cart and began searching the aisles for any useable goods.

"Hey, Sadie," Brady called from behind her.

"Hmm?" Skye's eyes were busy scanning the shelves.

"Do you remember when you were little and we would go to the grocery store, how much fun we had with the carts?"

A small smile appeared as Skye reminisced. Brady used to let her stand on the back of the cart while he pushed it as fast as he could. She always felt like she was flying. Only her big brother could make shopping for groceries fun. "I remember. Mom used to always ask what took us so long to find simple things like toilet paper."

"'As if you guys don't know where it is. I've sent you to get toilet paper every time we come to the store'," Brady imitated their mother.

They both laughed and Skye through the whole stock of toothbrushes and toothpaste into the cart, slipping a couple into her jacket pocket for her and Daryl. As they continued down the aisle, Brady pushed the cart a little harder and jumped onto the back, flying by Skye a few feet before jumping back off.

"Gotta miss the good 'ole days," he said, leaning back onto the cart handle, pushing at a normal speed.

There was a loud crash as bottles smashed to the floor somewhere behind them. Both spun around searching for sign of where it had come from. "What happened?" they heard Glenn yell and Zach yelled back in response.

"Everyone's all right. We're over in wine and beer."

Just as Brady and Skye rounded the corner to wine and beer, Skye let out a startled yelp as the ceiling gave and a walker fell through, hanging above them by his innards that had caught on some beams.

"It sounds like there's more up there!" Skye stated, looking up through the hole in the ceiling.

"Yeah, uh, we should probably be going now," Glenn suggested.

"Bob's still stuck," Daryl growled over to Tyreese and Zach, "Get him outta there."

With her hand back on the handle of her katana, Michonne said, "We'll get the others."

Skye nodded in agreement and she turned to Brady, who was stuffing as much of their loot into his bag. There was another crash and Skye spun back around, seeing another walker lying on the floor in front of her. Yet another fell, knocking the hanging one free and everyone jumped into action as more and more rained down with sickening thuds.

"Brady! Go!" Skye drew her guns from her holsters and pushed Brady ahead of her and the two took off in search of Sasha. Looking back over her shoulder Skye fired a shot into the head of a walker chasing right behind them. Facing front, she slid to a halt as a walker fell from the ceiling right in front of her, separating her from Brady. Looking to her right, she dashed down a side aisle. Firing at a walker up ahead at the end of the aisle, she jumped over its dead body and was out in the open again. To her right, she saw Daryl firing at walkers from atop a mountain of boxes of wine and beer. "Daryl!" she yelled, but before she could run to help him, she was grabbed from her left. Jaws chomped after her arm as she used all her strength to keep the walker's mouth out of reach.

Daryl's eyes looked to where he had heard Skye call his name only to find her struggling against a walker as it knocked her to the ground. His heart sank. "Skye!" There was no way he could get down through the walkers surrounding him. He fired at them as fast as he could, desperately trying to clear a path, but once he killed one another appeared.

Skye felt her arms getting ready to give out. Looking around for something to use against her attacker she began to lose all hope. Rotting teeth bit furiously at her, trying harder and harder to get a taste of her. "No!" she whimpered as the teeth were three inches away. Two… one… then they stopped. Blood dripped from the end of a machete now protruding from the walker's forehead. The machete disappeared and she let the walker fall to the floor at her side.

"Brady," she breathed as he helped her to her feet.

"Let's go," he said, pulling her behind him towards where Daryl was still fighting off walkers. The two fired on Daryl's attackers, clearing the way for him to get down. Bits of ceiling fell down accompanied by a loud crunch. The three looked to the hole above to where an army plane was threatening to fall through

"We have to move!" Brady yelled, pulling on Skye. She reached a hand out, grabbing onto Daryl and pulling him down.

"We have to get Bob! Cover me!" Daryl yelled.

Skye and Brady fired on the oncoming walkers while Zach lifted the wine shelving that Bob was trapped under. Daryl pulled Bob free and pushed him ahead towards where the others were waiting. "Let's go now! Go!"

Brady wrapped Bob's arm around his shoulders, helping get weight off his foot to get him to safety quickly. Daryl rushed to Skye's side, ready to get the hell out of there, but every single one of them was stopped by the sound of screams coming from behind them. Every one of them watched in horror as Zach had a walker latched onto his leg, chewing on his ankle.

"Zach!" Glenn yelled as the boy fell to the floor, the walker moving on to rip out his throat. Skye's hand flew to her mouth as Zach continued to scream as blood flowing from the hole in his throat to his mouth.

With his one free hand, Brady drew his gun, firing one shot into Zach's head, putting him out of his misery. More of the ceiling began to fall around them, making them rush yet again towards the light shining through the storefront door. Skye and Daryl brought up the end of the group and just as they reached the exit, the ceiling finally gave and the plane crashed down, sending dust and debris flying through the air.

After getting back to their vehicles and packing up everything they were able to salvage, the ride home was a silent one. You always go out knowing there is the possibility for death, but it never something you get used to. Skye had only spoken with Zach a few times so she didn't know him too well, but she hated that they would have to break this news to Beth. It was Daryl who offered to take on this task, surprising Skye.

While he headed off to Beth's room Skye took the long way back to their own room. Arms crossed across her abdomen, she bit at her lip thinking back to all those they had lost — back in Atlanta, the farm, during the fight with the Governor — and to those she lost before she had even met them. What she wouldn't give to see her baby sister again. Passing by Michonne's room she saw her sitting on her bed, map in her lap. Skye stepped up to the door.

"So you're really going back out there?"

Michonne's eyes jerked up to meet Skye. "I have to."

"No," Skye shook her head, "You don't."

"Skye—"

"No, Michonne. I get why you want to go after him, but what about the people here? There are people here that care about you and it would kill us if you didn't come back."

Michonne sat in silence, staring down at the big letters on the map that read 'Macon'.

"Don't do that to us. This pursuit of the Governor isn't worth it, is it?"

Michonne met Skye's gaze, but still she said nothing.

"Alright, well, goodnight," Skye waved and left for her room.

Swinging her backpack from her shoulders, she tossed it into the corner of their room. She and Daryl had gone off in search of a room with a little more privacy and wound up in the basement. The room they ended up taking was perfect. It wasn't on a cellblock so they weren't going to have to worry about being in the middle of the bustle of the rest of the group. Both liked some peace and quiet in the morning. Reaching into her jacket she pulled out the toothbrushes she had grabbed for the two of them. Removing them from the package, she sat them with the rest of their bathroom necessities. Even though all the rooms had a sink and toilet, they all still had to share the community showers.

With both hands on the sink, Skye leaned forward and closed her eyes. What a rough day. She was still rattled from being pinned down by that walker. Deep breath.

"You alright?"

Skye turned to lean back on the sink as she stared back at Daryl where he leaned against the doorframe. "Fine. Just need to get some rest, I think."

"Mhmm," he nodded, unconvinced. "Best get to it then." He entered their room, sitting on their bed and kicking off his boots.

Moving to sit next to him, she asked, "How'd it go with Beth?"

He sighed. "Not sure really. She didn't shed a tear. Seems to me like she's hardened herself."

"Can you blame her?"

"No, the thing is, I get it, ya know?" He faced her and Skye studied his face. "This should've been an easy run. In and out. I thought I had it planned —"

"Daryl, stop. There was no way we could've known walkers would fall through the ceiling. That was a freak accident."

"Still," he paused, "Zach almost wasn't the only one we lost."

"But we didn't lose anyone else."

"I know, it's just — I felt so helpless when I saw that walker on top of you. I just want to let you know that Brady did what I couldn't. He's gained a little bit of my trust."

Her mouth twitched up into a smile and she grabbed his hand, leaning her head on his shoulder. "Thank you."

Daryl pressed his lips to her head in a kiss and the two turned in for the night, hoping to fight back nightmares of the day's events.
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	2. Sick

The grass was cool — Cool to the touch as Skye laid looking up at the clouds gliding by ever so slowly. The dew that clung to the blades mixed with the breeze and brought goosebumps to her skin, sending shivers coursing through her. It was like the perfect morning.

"Storm's comin'."

Skye looked to Daryl, who laid by her side, his arms behind his head. "What makes you say that?"

"There's just always one eventually," he cocked a smile, looking back to the sky. "It's inevitable."

"Suppose so," she frowned, closing her eyes to try to focus on the refreshing air and relaxing sounds of nature. Not a sound of walkers to be heard. About time.

"I just think we deserve to enjoy a nice day, don't you—" Skye opened her eyes and let out a scream as she stared into the snarling, decaying flesh before her. Her stomach clenched as he worst nightmare had come true. Daryl was dead. She kicked at him as he rolled on top of her, snapping towards her neck. Tears began to flow as she screamed, fighting with everything she had. Nothing seemed to have any effect.

"Daryl, please! No!"

His blue of his eyes was replaced by a white gloss. Daryl wasn't there. One slip and that was it. Skye's arm gave way and Daryl's teeth drove straight for her throat, biting down hard and —

Skye jolted upright in bed with a gasp, drenched in a cold sweat. Daryl was up at her side in an instant.

"What? What is it, Skye?" he asked, checking her over for any sign of injury.

Swallowing hard, she brushed her dampened hair back from her face. "It was — It was just a dream. Just a dream."

Wrapping his arm around her shoulder for comfort, he said, "Well, here. Lay back down. It's alright."

Instead, Skye pushed up from bed. "No, I, uh — I think I'm just going to get dressed and stay up for the day."

"You sure?" He watched her, concerned.

Faking a smile, she nodded while avoiding looking him in the face. "Yeah, I'll just go see if anyone needs any help with anything. Maybe Rick could use a hand in the field."

Daryl sensed something was up, but still he just nodded and watched her leave.

Skye felt bad for having to get out of there, but she just couldn't let herself go back to sleep. She wanted to do anything to keep that nightmare out of her mind. Somehow she felt that was going to be a hard task to accomplish. Not many people were up yet, but after she brushed her teeth and splashed some cold water onto her face, she went off towards the field in search of Rick. She knew for a fact he would be there. He was very diligent about his farming lately. As she made her way down the halls, Daryl's face from her dream, his teeth chomping down on her, flashed through her mind. Just think of something else, she thought. Soon the face disappeared, but was replaced by the sound of gunshots. Her head jerked up, listening to judge if they were real or not. They sounded again. Instantly she ran towards the shots. They were in the prison.

Following the gunshots and screams, she found herself running up on D Block. Walkers attacked the residents of the block. There had to be at least ten of them. Jumping into action she drew her guns and began firing on the dead. Children's screams sounded from the upper level. Climbing the stairs as quickly as she could against the others coming down, she got to the top and saw a walker lumbering after one of the small boys. Blowing it's head off, she pulled the boy to his feet.

"Down the stairs and out the door! Go!"

The boy did as she said and she moved on, firing into another walker who crouched munching on one of the elderly members. The old man was dead, but still she fired one shot into his skull to prevent the turn.

"Help! Help me!"

Skye turned towards scream to see Karen fighting to get out of a walker's grasp. Dashing to her aid, Skye pulled her knife out, stabbing it deep into the walker's brain.

"Thank you," Karen said, trying to catch her breath. "I'm going to get the children into a cell for protection."

"Good plan," Skye agreed as Karen took off towards the stairs.

"Daryl!"

Skye leaned over the rail once she heard the familiar sound of Rick's bellowing voice. He, Daryl, Brady and Glenn had arrived and began to clear out the bottom level while Carol helped Karen get kids to safety.

Low growls flowed from the cell next to her and as the sheet curtain billowed she saw feet shuffling for the door. Taking a step back, she waited for it to emerge. Once it did, she plunged her knife into it's head. After that she began carefully checking each cell to prevent any unwanted surprises. It wasn't long before Glenn had joined her, making his way down from the other end. Daryl was next to ascend to the top, but as Skye and Glenn were meeting in the middle, Glenn pushed a curtain back and a walker jumped out, taking him by surprise and pinning him against the wall.

"Glenn!" Skye yelled.

Daryl drew his crossbow. "Get down!"

Glenn ducked and Daryl sent a bolt straight into Glenn's attacker's temple. Rick ran up the stairs to help just as the walker fell limp on the floor. Glenn fell to a crouch next to it and Rick reached out a hand to help him back to his feet.

"Are you alright?" Rick asked him and Glenn gave a quick nod. "How about you?"

"I'm good." Skye holstered her weapons. "Brady?"

"He's out helping with those who survived the attack," Rick informed, pulling back the curtain to the cell.

Skye looked to Daryl but his eyes were aimed down at the lifeless body below them. "Oh, it's Patrick."

"Patrick? As in Carl's friend?" Skye questioned, her eyes bouncing between Daryl and Rick.

Rick knelt, examining Patrick's body.

"That's all of them," Daryl stated.

Hands on the cold metal of the railing, Skye took in the scene below. Bodies were strewn all about D Block. Men, women, children… All people they had brought in to get them away from the cruel world outside the fence. "How could this happen?" she whispered to no one in particular.

From behind her, Daryl said, "I got it," as he stepped into the cell, shooting a bolt into the skull of Patrick's latest victim.

Glenn descended to help with the other's below and as Skye turned to follow she found Rick staring off into nothingness. "Rick? Are _you_ okay?"

He just stood there as if fighting his own demons in his own head.

Placing her hand on his arm, she stepped in front of him in attempt to bring him back to the present. "Rick, we've got to take care of the bodies before they turn."

His frantic eyes flew to the calming contrast of hers. Nodding, he turned, pulled out his knife and went into the next cell, returning with blood and gore dripping from the blade. Sweat glistened from his brow as he moved on. Skye looked back to Daryl, both sharing concern for their once strong leader, wondering if he could ever get that back. Both stayed close behind him and at the end of the balcony another walker lurched forward, stopped only by the locked cell door. Grabbing onto its shirt, Rick held him while he ended its life. The body thumped to the floor.

"Get the doc," Rick called, unlocking the door. Hershel, Bob and Dr. S joined them as they were examining the body closer. Skye stayed back out of the way, curious as to why Rick was so interested in the body, but once she saw the state of the walker's face, she knew why. It looked as if his eyes had blood erupt from the sockets and mouth as streaks went down his face and chin.

"No bites. No wounds," Rick informed the group, "I think he just died."

"Horribly, too," Dr. S confirmed, "Pleurisy aspiration."

"Choked to death on his own blood," Hershel shook his head out of pity. "Caused those trails down his face."

"I saw them before," Rick looked to each of them, "One the walker outside the fences."

"Saw them on Patrick, too," Daryl added.

Skye stepped forward. "But what would've caused that? Doesn't sound like something that just happens. Especially not to so many."

"They're from internal lung pressure building up —" Dr. S explained, "Like if you shake a soda can and pop the top. Only imagine your eyes, ears, nose and throat are the top."

Skye felt like she would be sick.

"It's a sickness from the walkers?" asked Bob.

"No, it was around before the walkers. Could be pneumococcal. Most likely an aggressive strain of the flu."

"Someone locked him in just in time," said Hershel.

"No, man," Daryl corrected, "Charlie used to sleepwalk. Locked himself in. Hell, he was just eating barbecue yesterday. How could someone die in a day just from a cold?"

"I had a sick pig, it died quick," Rick began to connect some dots, "Saw a sick boar in the woods."

"You think they're connected?" Skye asked.

"Pigs and birds. That's how these things spread in the past." Hershel looked to Rick, "We need to do something about those hogs."

"Maybe we got lucky. Maybe these two cases are it."

"We can' be sure of that, Dr. S. We can't risk more of this spreading," Skye reasoned with him.

"Haven't seen anybody be lucky in a long time," Bob sided with Skye. "Bugs like to run through close quarters. Doesn't get any closer than this."

"All of us in here, we've all been exposed." Hershel's statement hit them all hard as they realized what that could mean.

Skye didn't know what to think. All those children that were in here when it went down was her first thought. What if they got it? That would be even more tragic than all of this. She knew that this perfect existence they were all living in here in the prison would be tested someday. Once you get comfortable in this world, something comes along and ruins it.

"I have to go find Brady. Let him know," she announced to the others.

"Alright, but hurry back. We're going to have a council meeting to discuss it with the others. Meet us there in ten," Hershel ordered.

With an agreeable nod, she was off in search of her brother. She found him just down the hallway a ways, helping one of the children calm down. He was on one knee with the girl's face in his hands.

"Just breathe, okay. Everything is going to be alright. It's over now," he calmed the little girl. Brushing her hair back from her face, he wiped her tears with his thumb. "Now go on with the others. They'll get you set up in a new room with some of the other kids."

Skye crossed her arms and watched as the girl wrapped Brady in an appreciative hug before heading off as he said. Rising to his feet, he approached his sister. "Her mother was one that got bit. She was all she had. I'm going to watch over her, make sure she's alright."

Nodding in understanding, Skye hugged her big brother, hoping it would make the news she brought a little less alarming. Sliding her hands into her pockets, she said, "Brady, I wanted to let you know what we found up on the balcony."

"You mean, up in someone's cell?"

"I mean, with the walkers," she swallowed hard, "It seems that Patrick had been sick and died sometime maybe last night. He had blood all over his face from what Dr. S said was pressure building up in his lungs."

"So he died from some kind of condition?" Brady looked confused.

"He died from a sickness, but he wasn't alone. Others had the same blood streaked down their face and Rick said he saw one outside the fence. And there's one other thing —" Skye paused, "We've all been exposed."

Brady looked like he had been slapped in the face. "So we may — that little girl might —"

"We don't know for sure, but we need to take precautions."

"Like what?" he asked.

"I don't know yet. I'm heading to a council meeting now. I'll keep you informed," she gave him one last hug before turning to leave adding, "Be on the lookout for anything, Brady."

"Patrick was fine yesterday and he died overnight," Carol addressed the other members of the council. "Two people died that quick? We'll have to separate everyone that's been exposed."

"That's everyone in that cell block. That's all of us. Maybe more."

"Daryl's right," Skye wrung her hands under the table. "What about people they came into contact with outside of the cellblock?"

"We know this sickness can be lethal. We don't know how easily it spreads. Is anyone else showing symptoms that we know of?" Hershel asked.

"We can't just wait and see. There's children," Carol uttered. "It isn't just an illness. People die, they become a threat."

Hershel nodded. "We need a place for them to go. They can't stay in D. We can't risk going in there to clean it up."

"We can use cell block A," Carol offered.

"Death row? Not sure that's an upgrade," Glenn asked, unsure.

"It's clean. That's an upgrade," Daryl said and to Hershel asked, "Think that'll work for Dr. S?"

"I'll help Caleb get it set up," Hershel answered, ending the subject.

"And what about those we know are sick?" Skye asked. "Where will we put them?"

Everyone stopped when they heard a woman coughing from the other side of the door. The screeching of chairs sliding on the cement filled the room as they all jumped up to see who it was. Carol was the first through the door.

"You sure?" she called. "You don't sound so good."

It was Karen. Tyreese was with her with a protective around around her shoulders. "I'm just taking her back to my cell so she can rest."

"Tyreese," Hershel stood a little straighter with his hands on his hips, "I don't think that's a good idea."

"Why?" Karen looked to Tyreese. "What's going on now?"

Everyone on the council looked to each other, unsure of how to tell her. Glenn was the one to speak up. "We think it's the flu or something. That's how Patrick died."

Hershel approached them. "Judith was in that cell block. She's vulnerable. Anyone who may be sick or even exposed should stay away."

"It killed Patrick?" Karen looked worried, almost unbelieving.

"She's gonna be okay," Tyreese said, almost sounding as if he was more trying to convince himself. "Now that we know what Patrick died from we can treat it, right?"

Karen began to shift nervously in place.

"Don't panic," Hershel urged, "We're going to figure this out. But we should keep you separated in the meantime. We'll have Caleb take a look at you. I'll see what we have in the way of medications."

"David, from the Decatur group, he's been coughing, too," Karen crossed her arms, trying to remain calm and be of help to the council.

"I'll get him," Glenn volunteered. "There's some empty clean cells in the tombs, right?" Sasha gave him a nod and he hurried off to find David.

Sasha went with her brother to help get Karen settled in, leaving Skye, Daryl and Carol looking to Hershel for the next step. "Have to call another meeting later," he stated.

"Alright," Daryl nodded. "I'll get to burying the dead ones."

"You wear gloves and a mask." Hershel gave him a look showing he wasn't budging on the subject. Under no circumstances was anyone to be near that cell or the bodies without the proper protection.

"I'm going to go fill Brady in. He's looking after a little girl whose mom died earlier." Skye moved to leave, but Daryl stopped her.

"Hold up. I'll walk with you." As they passed by Carol, he stopped. She was perched against the wall, clearly deep in thought. "You alright?"

Snapping out of it, she replied, "I'm worried about Lizzie and Mica. They were around Patrick."

"We all were. Karen and David are gonna be separated till they feel better."

"You're right. Are you okay?"

Daryl looked back over his shoulder to Skye, who waited patiently staring at the floor. He nodded awkwardly trying to hide his concern caused by the event with Skye that morning.

Walking down the hall, neither one said a word. Daryl kept stealing glances at Skye, hoping he wouldn't have to bring it up, that she would bring it up herself. They drew closer and closer to where Brady would be and still she had yet to say a single word.

"Skye?"

"Hmm?" She stared ahead.

"Dammit, stop." Daryl jumped in front of her and her eyes dropped to the floor. "Why won't you look at me?"

Taking a deep breath she brought her eyes up to meet his. They were so full of concern, and she knew he didn't want to talk about the outbreak.

"Talk to me. Did I do somethin' to piss you off?"

"No, Daryl. It's— I don't know what to say. How to explain—"

"It's about your nightmare you had this morning, isn't it? You've been actin' weird ever since."

Skye bit her lip, finally giving in and nodding to confirm his suspicions.

"Tell me about it," Daryl urged. He wanted to be there to help her, but how could he if she shut him out.

"You and I, uh — You and I were laying outside in the grass just talking about how perfect of a day it was, ya know? I closed my eyes for a moment, but when I opened them you were dead, a walker."

Daryl scrunched his brow, listening carefully as she went on.

"You pinned me down and as you started to bite on my neck, I woke up," she shrugged.

"Look, it was just a dream. Just a —"

"No, Daryl. You don't get it," she shook her head, "That 'perfect day'? That's like what we had here. Everything was going so well. Then before ya know it, all my worst fears are realized. This perfect place is falling apart. Decaying. It's just that I always knew we would never be able to escape the darkness of this new world. The moment we let our guard down, something jumps out wanting to destroy us."

Daryl pulled her into a hug. "Everything's gonna work out. This is just one of those obstacles we have to work through. It'll pass."

Later that evening once they were done with their other duties, Skye and Daryl had met with Rick to discuss a plan regarding the outer fence. While Daryl had been burying the dead, the weight of the walkers on the fence was overwhelming, threatening to make the fence collapse. After an executing Rick's plan of sacrificing the piglets to distract the walkers, they were able to get some braces in to strengthen the fence. However, that is only a temporary fix. They needed something more permanent. Their planning was cut short by Tyreese bursting in, sweat dripping from his face and eyes wide from a mix of anger and fear. Now they stood outside of the Tombs, staring down at the charred corpses of who used to be David and Karen. The sight was one that would linger with their bodies still smoking, but the smell… oh God, the smell… Skye was never going to be able to forget it.

"You found them like this?" Rick asked from where he stood behind Tyreese.

Slowly, Tyreese turned towards Rick. "I came to see Karen… saw the blood on the floor… and then I smelled them." He seemed out of it, but who could blame him. Skye couldn't even begin to understand how he must be feeling. "Somebody dragged them out here," he bellowed, "And set them on fire. They killed them and set 'em on fire!"

Tyreese spun on Rick, getting up in his face, eye blazing. Daryl leapt forward, ready to pounce on Tyreese if he tried anything on Rick. "You're a cop. You find out who did this and you bring 'em to me. You understand? You bring 'em to me!" Tyreese beat on his own chest.

"We'll find out who —" Daryl reached for Tyreese, but Tyreese shoved him back.

Skye's heart was beating in her chest. Rick was remaining calm, but Tyreese looked like he needed someone to blame. His anger was boiling over and she had a feeling he wouldn't hesitate to lash out.

"I need to say it again?" Tyreese got up in Rick's face once more.

Calmly, Rick raised his hands up, trying to calm Tyreese. "No. No. I know what you're feeling. I've been there. You saw me there. It's dangerous."

"Karen didn't deserve this!" Tyreese interrupted.

"No," Rick agreed.

"David didn't deserve it."

"You're right, Tyreese. We —" Skye started, but Tyreese cocked his head toward her yelling, "Nobody does!"

Again, Daryl grabbed onto Tyreese's arm. "Alright, man, let's—"

Tyreese whipped around, pushing Daryl back against the prison bars, pinning him there. Rick and Skye started forward to help, but Daryl held up his hands, telling them to leave it be. Meanwhile, Carol hung back with her hand covering her mouth, watching it all unfold.

"Man, I ain't going nowhere till I find out who did this!"

With Tyreese snarling into his face, Daryl softly said, "We're on the same side, man."

"Okay, look," Rick started, "I know what you're going through. We've all lost someone. We know what you're going through right now, but you've got to calm down."

Tyreese released Daryl, but shoved Rick backward, yelling at him, all the muscles in his neck and back straining in his anger. "You need to step the hell back!"

Skye saw Rick fighting to keep calm and knew it was becoming harder and harder by the second. "Tyreese, don't. Just take a moment to think."

"She wouldn't want you like this," Rick said, pushing Tyreese over the edge and receiving the full force of Tyreese's anger as his fist collided with his face, knocking him down.

Carol and Skye both screamed in protest as Tyreese landed another blow. Daryl jumped onto Tyreese's back, wrapping his arms around him as he tried his hardest to restrain him. Tyreese grunted as he struggled against Daryl. "That's enough!" Daryl commanded.

Wiping blood from his lip, Rick got to his feet, swinging out and delivering a right hook to Tyreese, sending him from Daryl's arms to the ground. Kicking him onto his back, Rick grabbed a handful of his shirt and started pummeling him, taking all his pent up frustration out on Tyreese.

"Rick!" Daryl called.

Skye couldn't believe what she was seeing. It was as if everything Rick had tried to bury deep inside had rose to the surface. Blood splattered with each blow, bones crunched… "Daryl, you have to stop him!"

"Rick, stop," Daryl grabbed onto Rick's arms, but he was just shook off with Rick screaming back at him.

"Get off of me!"

Skye rushed forward despite Daryl's protest. Dropping to her knees she did her best to get into Rick's view. "Rick! You're going to kill him! Stop!"

Rick's fist pulled back, ready to strike again only this time it froze. As he took in the sight of the man below him, his eyes changed from full of rage to fear. His fist lowered and began to shake. Skye linked her arm in his and they both got to their feet. "Come on," she said, "Let's get to Hershel."


End file.
